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“LET ’EM MAKE ME LOOK LIKE THAT!"

—_—

Everyone knows about the Legion Etrangere—the

famous Foreign Legion of the Frenc arm}r.
ard Morgan of Syracuse, N. Y., enlisted in

Well, Rich-
the Foreign

Legan in the great war under the name of Henry Hilliard.

So you can guess
self or with life.

that the hero was not in love with him-
The Hun sent him to the hospital with

a wounded knee and arm and a face prettnimuch shot

away with shrapnel. The surgeons fixed u

s knee and

his arm. When they proposed to restore his features, he

lied and said he had no photograph of himself. And in his
rage against life he caught up a picture postcard bearing
the radiant face of Christ and cried:

“|_at "em make me look like that! Or anything else, "
either—I dont give a d—n!”

The French surgeons were interested and did a good
job. And presently “The Man Nobody Knew” is back in
Syracuse, telling of the death of Dick Morgan and selling
mining stock and falling deeper in love with Carol Durant,
the “only girl” of his old life who had refused to marry

Dick Morgan, the failure.
Complications!

Good reading!

Well, rather—especially when the
mining stock apparently turns out to be worthless and the
only man in the world who knows Hilliard’s secret dies of
apoplexy and the hero finds out that the heroine did love
Dick Morgan. And Holworthy Hall handles these compli-
cations and these real, human characters and this Ameri-
| oan community in the masterly way that makes him read
from one end of the country to the other these days.

—

CHAPTER L
= (=

In the beginuing of things, he was
merely & number; but even that wns
ereditable, because his number Was
low enough to slgnify that he had re
sponded pretty promptly to the rally-
ing call. After that, and with the
eataclysmic suddenness which marked
all changes of military status op the
western front, he became, one frosty
morning, a Case, apd got himself
roughly classified (and tenderly han-
dled) ws n Stretcher Case, a Grand
Blease, amd, In consequence, 8 proper
temporary Inmate of a field hospital
on the Belgian plains,

Thers, he was unofficially known as
Joyeaux, or Joyous One; not because
he displayed a very buoyant disposi-
tion—far from It |—but because he be-
longed to the Forelgn leglon; and In
the course of another day or two he
was routine-ticketed as an Evacus,
and provided with a lukewsrm hot-
water bottle and a couple of evil
smelling clgarettes to console him on
the road to the base hospltal at New
fity.

At Neullly he became, for the first
time since his enlistment, an Individ-
nal, and at the very outset he was dis-
tinguished by certain qualities which
had pussed unnoticed In the frylng pan
and fire of the trenches. For one
thing, he was obviously Immune to
kindness; and for another, he was ap-
parently Immune to hope. He wis a
man of Inveterate sllence; not the
grlm sllence of fortitude In suffering
(which Is altogether too common a vir
tue In base hospltals to earn any es-
pecinl merit), but rather the dogged
reticence of black moods and chronle
bitterness, To be sure, speech was
physieally difficult to him, but other
men with slmilur misfortunes spoke
blessings with thelr eyes, and gave
back gratitude In volceless murmurs.
Not go the Joyous One. From the day
of hls arrlval he demanded nothing,
desired nothlng, but to hrood sullenly
aloof: and so, when he became an In-
dividual, he also became a mystery to
the nursing staff. It was rumored thut
he wias an impiaceble woman hater,
and there seemed to be something ln
it.

Regurdiess of the care of the Amer-
lean nurses (all hoveringly attemtive
to one of thelr own nation who bad
fought for France), his splrit remalned
abysmal and clouded In gloom. Only
twice, In the Initial month of his con-
finement, did he betray the weakness
of an ordinary emotion; on each occa-
glon # gold-laced general had come to
salute, In the name of the republie, one
of the Indlyidunl's peighbors, and to
dellver a bit of bronze which dnngled
from & ribbon striped red and green.
1t was sald (and doubted by those whe
hadn’t seen it) that at these ceremo-
nles the Individual had grown fever-
iah, and let tears come to his eyes, but
subsequently he had relapsed Into
still greater depths of stolelsm than
before; his own bed-jacket was Inno-
cent of cross or medal, and his depres-
glon was apparent, and acute. The
nurses, arguing that perhaps his pride
was wounded ns serlonaly as his flesh,
offered quick condolence and got them-
salves rebuffed with shrugs of the In-
dividual's shoulders, nnd Inarticulate
sounds which had all the earmarks of

profanity, He didn't even

[ want you to take my Crolx de
Guerre. . . . When I go nowhere™

Even when speech returned to the
Individual he was 8 man of curt re
sponses and stinging monosyllables—
a problem to the surgeons, a problem
to the purses and (If the expression in
his eyes meant anything), an over-
whelming problem to himself, It ap-
peared that, after all, It wasn't slmply
women that he hated—It was the uni-
Verse,

His military book Iimplled that he
bad no parents, no close relations, no
friends to notify, no fixed abode. He
recelved no visltors, no letters, no
puckages frelghted with maglcal de
light. But to those who pitied him in
gll his loneliness he was utterly con-
temptuons; he even went £0 far s to
filllp sldelong to the floor a rellglons
post card tendered him by a devout
and sentimental passer-by, and he did
It In her presence, unashamed, Later,
when a smiling orderly pleked up that
post eard and tocked It under his pll
low he wos no less contemptuons In
permitting it to remalo. But the one
stupendons fact which, more than all
else comblned, made him an object of
bewlldered curlosity was this—that of
the scores and scores of men with
head-wonnds who were reborn at Neg-
illy that spring and summer, he was
the only one who had never asked for
& mirror,

This, of Itself, wouldn't have been
astonishing as long a8 he delayed In
the preliminary stuges of recovery, for
now and then a man with head-wounds
proves to be super-sensitive; but In
the second stage It was remarkable,
and In the third stage It was unique.
The staff held It to be extraordinary
from u social as well as from a path-
ologleal viewpolnt, that a man so ter
ribly disfigured should have no inter-
est—not even a morbld interest—in
his own appearance. And It wasn't
that the Individunl was simply indif
ferent to the mirror; on the contrary,
his aversion to It was active and ener-
getle; he fMinched, and motioned It
frantically aweay as though the mers
conception of seelng himself us othors
suw him wns too repellant, and too
unthinkable to endure,

There came a day In April when a
photograph was requested of him.
Surely he knew where there was a
llkeness of himself, didn't he? His
old passport photograph, which had
mysterlously disappeared, or—

The Individuoal glunced up from his
present task; the wound in his arm
was still annoylng and he was ab-
gorbed In learning to write with his
left hand.

“What for?' he muttered.

“Why,” said the nurse, cheerfully,
“for o model, To help the surgeons.
They'll take your pleture for a gulde
and muke you look almost exactly the
way you did before.”

The Individunl from Americn sat up
straight, 8o that the nurse was startled
by his animation, which was without
a parallel In his local history.

“What!” he sald,

“Oartainly!" The nurse spoke In
the tone one uses to an alling child,
“You've known that, haven't you?”

The Individual's volee was queerly
unmanageable and stralned. “You
mean to say they're going to make me
look the way . . . Could they do that?
Conld they? Even nowT'

“Yhy, of course,” she assured him.

“You never told me that!" he anid,

. "Why dldn't you? Why

passionately.
couldn't you have told me! And here

he burst out: “Well, there's nothing
to prevent . . . Then they could make
me not look llke It, If they wanted to!
Isn't that so?" y oo

8he regarded him In vast perplexity,
and thought of summonlog o surgeon,
for the man had begun te quiver as
though from shell shoek—wlifeh he
hadn't undergone. '

“Why, I don't understand what you
mean," she sald soothingly. “But If
you'll Just be calm and—"

The ITodividunl gestured with Berce
impatience.

“If they can do what you say, and
make me look like any old thing they
choose to, then what In the devil are
they asking for a photograph for?"

“Why, to go by," she said helplessly.
“You want to look llke your old self,
don't you?

“No, I don't™

The nurse gasped. His tone had been
churlish, but the echo of It vaguely
suggested trinmph and rellef. His
symptoms had subsided ., ., . ecould
it be that he actually wos relleved?
Dumfounded, she made another effort
to convince him,

“But you want to look just as near-
Iy lke—"

“Don't you suppose I know what I
wiant? he Interrupted rudely,

“But haven't you a photograph, any-
waoy, that I eap—"

“No, 1 haven't!"” he snapped. "1
haven't." It was & le; the passport
photograph was in the lining of a cer-
taln wallet, and -he had hid it there
tor rensons of his own, But now that
one great danger was definitely past,
end p still further bulwark of protec-
tion offered, i the nurse spoke truth,
the Individual could afford to comé
out from ambush, “And I don't want
to look the way I did befors, and
what's more I never did! But If your
doctors are hnlf ns smart s they
think they are let "em make me look
llke that! Or anything else elther—
I don't give 8 d—n|"

Shocked and horrifled, she was gaz-
Ing at & pleture posteard he had
enatehed from under his pillow and
thrust upon her. It was a reproduc-
tlon of a religlous palnting by Rem-
brandt. It was the radlant face of the
Christ.

CHAPTER Il

Nine o'¢lock on a night in Jung—not
s June evening, heavy-starred on wel-
vet, but a furloua June night, with
Styglan blackness looping overhead,
and Styglan water batterlng and boll-
Ing mgainst the hull plates. The ship
was dark as the night Itself; blind
dark, without a single ray to play the
traltor. On deck a solltary venturer
hagged the rail, aond apathetically
watched the waves tear past.

QOut of the warmth and cheer and
the vitlated atmospbere of the smok-
ing room came Martin Harmon, big,
florld, exuberant. A heaving lift of
the deck sent him lurching sidewlse;
he saved his balance by struggling

“Let Them Make Me Look Like That®

toward the rall, when suddenly the
slope was reversed, aud he slipped
and slld to the barrler of safety,
clutched It, and found himself at arm's
length from the lonely watcher, who
hadn't stirred, or even turped his
head.

“Hello" sald Harmon, his surprise
tnetured with easy famillarity, “Some
night 1”

“Yens, It 1n" The tone of the re-
sponse was curt, so curt that Harmon
nstinctively leaned forward to dls
cover what expression of countenance
went with it. The night was so black
that he might as well have tried to
penetrate a curtaln of solid fabrie.

“Seen any U-boats yet?" he asked
humaorously.

“Not yet." The taclturn one moved
a trifle away: a man less thin-skinned
and less dined and wined than Har
mon would probably have taken the
hint and removed himself, but Har-
mon's was an inquisitive dlsposition,
and he never attempted to curb it—
he was the sort of travellng compan-
lon who makes Christlans refleet up-

on the definition of justifinble homi-
clde.

“What !s your line? he Inquired
after a pause,

The other man laughed queerly.

“ihe first . . . If It makes so
much difference to you.

“Hog pardon? I don't quite get you.
You sald . .

¥l sald the fArst line. I meant the
first-line trenches. I've been In IL"

Harmon Jerked his head upward In
comprehension.

“0Oh, I see! You mean the war!
And you've been rvight on the spot
where the fighting 1s? Pretty lively
up there, Isn't 1t? Something stirring
mast all the time?

*I Imngine s0." The other man's
pccent was amaszingly difident, and
Harmon peered at him, Incredulous.

“Gond Lord, don't you know?"

“Not n great deal. I happened to
get hit the first day I was In the
trenches,”

“Tut you got In (It aguin afterward,
1 suppose? TI'll bet you did "

“Nolﬂ

“What! You never got back at all?
Just one day, and you're through?*

“Yes. After I was discharged from
hospital T was dlscharged from the
army too, Permanently unfit”

“Engllsh army?

“No—French.”

“Well, that's some
Harmon sappreciatively, *That cer-
tninly Is some record! Not to say
tough luck—the toughest kind, Golng
baek home, I take 1t7"

“Looks that way, doesn't 1"

Harmon Ignored the sarcnsm,

“Pack to work, eh? What did you
gny your lne 187"
“1 didn’t eay.

now.”

Harmon pondered a second.

“Oh! Gentleman of lelsure? Sol-
dler of fortune, eh? Well, I wonldn't
worry if 1 were you. You're disap-
pointed; that's natural . . . but the
world hasn't come to an end yet. Of
course it 15 something of a come-down
to leave the army and get Into harness
agnin, but after all there’s plenty of
excitement right in the United States.
Big work to be done, son! Big money
to make. And It helps the war along,
too. 1 tell yon there nover wns a big-
ger opportunity to make money than
there 1s right this minote. The hard
fob {sn't to find the scheme; It's to find
the men to run [t Don't you worry
. + « you'll land something right off
the bat!"

“Thanks for the compliment!”

“0Oh, it's no compliment! Anybody
ean make money these days, It's a
plain statement of fact . . . Say
let’s go In and bave something. Come
in and be soclable. What you want's
g drink. Am I right or am I wrong?"

“Well—"

“And that's what the doctor or
dered] Come on! It's on men

The other man hesltated. and at
last succumbed, out of sheer uncon-
cern, to a companionship he reallzed
in advance would be distasteful.

“s1l right” he consented briefly;
and together, arm in arm, they stum-
bled and tacked across the trencnherous
deck, and presently crossed the thresh-
old Into the hazy light of the smoking
room. Harmon, amiling broadly, wiped
the brine from his smarting eyes.

“Now, then,” he sald, “what particu-
lar brand of pelson do you—" And
broke off short and stared, fascinated,
gt the extrnordinary young man in
front of him,

He was anywhere from twenty-five
to forty, this American from the dis
tunt trenches, and his age was as hard
to guess as a clever woman's; there
was something about him pecullar to
youth, and yet when his face was In
repose, he might easily have claimed
two score of years and gone undls-
puted, It was a face which suggested
both the fire of lmmaturity and the
drain of experence; there was breath-
taking gravity about it, a hint of the
dignity of marble, of ageless permh-
nence, It was a slightly thin face,
gearred by a heavy lne or two, and
indelibly stanmped with the evidence
of intense thought and Inward suffer
Ing; but it lacked the hollows which,
at the first glance, should have sup-
ported the evidence, It was a thin and
oval face, with a mouth of large and
sympathetle sweetness, a forehend
white and high, a prominent, delicate
nose, and firlses of clear, luminous
gray. It wasn't altogether an Anglo-
Saxon type of countenance, nor was
it definitely Enropean; it seemed
mther to have taken all the better
qualities from several reces, It was
a fuce to Insplre Immediate trust and
confidence and respect, and Harmon,
despite his lack of practice in all three
of these reactions, was evidently at-
tracted by It

“Yichy-Celesting for me"” sald the
old-young mun indifferently,

“MM . . . I guess I'll have vichy
too,” sald Harmon, relaxing. “If it
wasn't for semething I can't just de-
seribe I'd say . . . well, never
mind. Er . . . what business have
you been In, by the way?"

The younger man's reply was tardy
and not particularly graclous.

“Why, the longest time I ever put
in at any opne business was selling In-
surance. The lest thing I did was to
soll bonds, Why?"

Harmon stiffened. “A salssman!

record ™ snld

I haven't any just

Good Lord! That's the last thing In
the world I'd have , . . but, sayl
You must have been & whirlwindl
Why, a man with a presence like yours
would hardly have to open his mouth)
You've got a sort of . . . Tl be
hanged if 1 know what to eall 1t . . .
but a kind of feeling, i you know
what 1 mean, Salesman! Why, all
you need 1s an introduction and w dot-
ted Hne!"

The young man Jaughed rather for-
lornly and sipped his vichy.

“Just at pregent I haven't elther.”

Harmon's gnze waa unfaltering, and
his interest and admiration bounded
higher. Mechanlcally, In accordancs
with hig hablts, he was striving to dis-
cover how this new mequaintance
might be put to practical use. “Was

g

“Meaning What™

I right, or was I wrong? Playing In
hard luck don't strengthéen & man’s
ecourage much, even If he tries to bloft
himself lnto thinking it does. Cut ont
the regret stuff; that's my advice, and
you ¢an take It or leave It. Forget
nll that tongh luck you had over hers,
and get busy fguring out how you're
golog to cash in oo all your experl
ence. America's full of chances—
youll land something big In no time.
Can't bhelp It If you try. Salesman]
Son, you're carrying your best recom-
mendation right on top of your own
shoulders |"

The young man gave him back a wry
smile and finished his vichy.

“I only hope it comea true,” he sald.

Harmon looked at him steadily, and
falllng under the spell of those radiant
features stared and stared untll he
came to himsell and all at once
brought his fist down on the table, so
that the glasses rang again.

“Well, why shouldn't 1t? As a mat-
ter of fact, why shouldn't It?"

The younger man's expression hadn't
changed. “Meanlog what?"

“Meaning," sald Harmon deliberate-
ly, “that the first thing I've got to do
when I get home |8 to hunt up a couple
of good salesmen myself. Are you
hunting for a good job, or aren't you?"

“Aren't you a llittle hasty? The
young mnan's Intonatlon was sardonie.

"I've eleaned up most of my money,”
sald Harmon very slowly to the cell-
ing, “by making quick decisions, 1
mike up my mind pretty fast. If you
can Interest me on short notice you
can interest other people, Mind you,
we're just discussing this—sort of
thinking out loud. No obligation on
elther slde; Doesn't do aony harm to
talk about I, does 17"

“Then suppose,” sald the young man
placidly, “you deflne your iden of a
good job, I'm ruther particular!

“But you sdmit you're out of luck,
md__ll

“But you ndmit I'm a whiriwind."”
The youog wman smiled with faint
Amusement,

' “I sald you ought to be—with traln-
nx-u

The young man's mouth turned up-
ward at the corners,

“Go ahead and describe the jJob,"

“Well, my idea of a prefty sweet job
for a man of your sge is—fto start, of
course—about twenty a week and
commissions.”

“Yes? What per cent commission?”

“Oh, eight to ten per cent”

The young man glanced at Harmon
and lavghed quietly.

“You're a broker, of course, but that
doesn’t sound much llke conservative
lovestment securities to me. What
18 It—Industrials?”

Harmon grimaced.

“Yes, 'm a broker™ e set down
his glass and fumbled for a eard
“There] But I was thinking more
about stocks than bonds. Some now
Montans propertles—copper and zine.
Metals are the blg noise these days.
I guess you reallze that, don't youl
Munitien work™

“p'l show "em whether¥|
| can make good or notl” |

e
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“1 waa all run downand
right
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woman and held in strict confidence,

Stock Ralsing In

WESTERN GANADA

is as profitable as growing,
Successes as wonde as those from
ng wheat, onts, barley, and flax
vo been made in waising Horses,
Cattle, Sheep and Hogs.
sunny climate, nutritious grasses,
good water, enormous fodder crops—
these spell success to the farmer and
stock raiser, And remember, you can
buy on easy tormas

Farm Land at
$16 to $30 an Acre

~land equal to that which throu
many yeinrs has ylelded from 30 to
bushels of wheat to the lu-v—gruin‘
jand convenlent to good grain farms Al
groporu onately low prices. These lands
ave eovery rural convenlence; good
schools, churches, ronds, telpphones,
ote, cloge to live towns and good mar-

etm,
If you want to get back to the farm, or
to farm on A larger sonle than is pog=

pible under z:ur “’;ruunt conditions,
Investignte what Western Canada hus

Taten, locatlon of land, ete. apply to
Dapt. of lrmm‘mmn. Outawe,
v [

Ca n

Roem 4, l'n'm Feb
Clear Baby's Skin
With Cuticura
Soap and Talcum

Soap 25¢, Oinbment 25 and Slc, Talemm 2.

Hopeful Sign.

“Mammn,” sald Dalsy, “T think Mr.
Meadows loves me, and s begloning
to have serfous Intentions."

“How's thut? asked her fond
mother, all attention,

“He laughed heartily at one Bf
papa's Jokes lust night”

WHY DRUGGISTS RECOMMEND
SWAMP-ROOT

For many years druggists have watched
with much interest the remarkable record
maintained by Dr. Kilmer's Swamp-Root,
:?:..mt kidney, liver and bladder madic

It is & physlcian's preseription,

Swamp-Root is & strengthening medi
cine, It helps the kidnays, liver and blad-
der do the work mature intended they

t prep;n
ﬁmr & Co,, Binghamton, N. Y., fo
sample bottle, When writing be sure
‘meation this paper—Adv.

Appropriate,
“So you gradudited from n barber
college. What ls your college yell?"
“Cut his lip, cut hig juw, leava
his face. Raw, raw, raw|'—Florida
Times-Unlon,

“Cold in the Head"

Is an peote atteek of Nesal Catarrh

‘I‘ho.u wu t to ueant “colds in the

head" will d that use of ]

EARRLMEDICIVE o) bl 10
y ¢ 5o and

tham leas lable to colds. Repented st

tacks of Awt& Catarrh may lead to

baim, Thas rednd l'ml""m:h [ mm“ g‘;u' and
y ng tha inl
restoring normal mdnll:m. 5

s 8 free.
¥. J. Chenay & Co., Toledo, Ohlo, =

Maritsl Frankness,
Hubby—"T can't help It. 'm dolng
my best to get ahead” Wifey—“Well,

heaven knows you need one”

-An_elephant does not catch mice-
Latin Proverb.
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